Them cfl Lamentable Tragedie 

M k:s way anc' rnmes !il:c fwa'ilowcs ore the piaine, 
'^Jernetn/ s, Chiron v\ t* '-.uiit net vve,wit]i horic nor hound 
Uut hope topluckc ad intis Dos to ground. Exeunt. 
Enter Aron alone- 

h\oore. He that had wit, would thinks that I l«d none, 
TO buvicfo much gold vnd era tree. 

And neucr after to inheritit. 

Let him that thinks of mefo abieftlic, 

K now that this gold muft coinc a ftratageme. 

Which cunningliceffcaed will beget, 

A verie excellent pccce of villanie: 

And forepofe fweet gold for their vnrefl-, 

That hauc thch almcs out of thet mprefic Cheft, 

Enter ramora alone to the Moore. 

Tamora, My louclic wherefore lookft thou fad , 

VVhen cucric thing dorhmakea giccfull bofts 
Tlicbirds chaantmclodieon cuencbulh, 

Thefnakes lies rolled in the chearefull funne, 

Th e grcenc Icaues quiucr with the cooling winde, 

And make a chcckerd fhadow on the ground: 

Vnder their fweet fliade,v4r«» let vs fit. 

And whilft the babling cccho mocks the hounds. 
Replying fhrillic to the well tun’d homes, 

As if a double hunt were heard at once, ^ 

Let vs fit downcandmarkcthciryclloivingnoyfc; 

And after conflift fuch as was fuppofdc 

The wandring Prince and once inioyed, 

VVhen with a happie ftorrae they werefurprifde, 
Andcurtaind witha counfailC'keepingCaue, 

VVe may each wreathed in the others armes, 

(Our paftimes done,) poirdfc a golden flunibcr. 
Whiles hounds and horncs,and fwcete mcUodious D«a» 
Bevntorsas isaNurcesfong 
Of LuUabic,to bring her Babe a fleepe* yittrt] 


of T I’tus Andronicus. 

^iotre. Maddam, though t.'^w/gouerne your dellr««.i 
<,aturne is dominator oucr mine: 

Y Vhat fignifies my deadlie Handing eie, 
l\y fileace,ann my dowdie mclancholie, 

My fleece ofwollie Iiairc that now vnciirlcs, 
puen as an Adder when fhcc doth vnro vv le, 

TO doo fomc fatall execution. 

Ko Maddam, thefe are no vcncriall fignes. 

Vengeance is in my hart, death in ray hand , 

Plood and rcuengc are hammering in my head. 

Harkc Tamora the EmprelTeof my foule. 

Which ncucr Iiopes more hcaacn than refts in thee. 

This IS the daie of doomefbr Bajftanus^ 

His Philomel mufl loofe her tongue to daie, 

Thy fonnes make pillage of her challtitie. 

And wafluheir hands in Bafeianut blood. 

Sceft thou this letter? take it vp f pray thee. 

And giuc the king this fatall plotted fcrowlc 
How queftion me no more we are efpied. 

Here conicsaparccllof our hopeful Ibootic, 

V Vhich dreads notyct their hues deftruiUon. 

EttterBarciaaus,anei Lauinia. 

Tamora. Ah my fwcete Mocre/wceter to me than life* 
Moore, No more great EmpielfeyBa/cianut comes f 
Be crofle with him, and lie goe fetch thy fonnes 
TO backe thy quarrels what fo ere they bee, 

Bafeianus. who hauewehere? Romes RoyallEmprcfFcj 
V nfuiniflit of her well beleemiiigtroope? 

Oris ii’Dian habited like her. 

Who hath abandoned her holiegroues. 

To fee the generall hunting in this Eorrell? 

Tamora, Sawciccontrowlcrof mypriuatcfleps. 

Had I the povvre thatlome fay T)ian had. 

Thy temples fliould be planted prcfentlie, 
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